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Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. 


Or Are They Mammarex? 


I ve been think- 
ing seriously 
about plastic sur- 
gery. (You scoff?) 

I mean, Iwasn’t 
thinking about it, 
but then I saw this 
ad in the El Lay 
Times for Charles 
H. Fuller, M.D., 
F.A.C.S., “Surgeon 
of the Stars”’—and 
he had his complete 
price list. I didn’t 
know this until 
reading the ad, but 
you can get plastic 
surgery on parts of 
your body that you 
didn’t even realize 
were parts of your 
body. 

For example, 





“otoplasty,” also Sherrie Rose cycles through her full range of emotions without ever moving 
known as “lopping @y part of her face, in this amazing scene from Double Threat. 


the ears” (God, that already hurts), is only $4,000. A 
chin implant is $1,500. Cheeks are $3,000. Your good 
old-fashioned standard facelift, including neck, is 
$5,500, which seems like a bargain when you realize 
that the forehead, by itself, is $5,000. 

I mean, when you see these prices, you start 
thinking, “Maybe I could use a little rhinoplasty.” 

A nose job is $4,000, but Dr. Fuller will throw in 
the chin for a mere $500 extra if you have them done 
together. A “face peel” (Yikes!) is $2,500. 

“Male breast reduction” is $3,000. (I don’t even 
wanna know.) 

“Buttock implants” are $5,000. Let’s not dwell on 
it. 


And here’s one I'd never heard of before: “Orien- 
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‘Red Shoe Diaries,’ Suzy Slater, Ancient Iranian Beer — 


tal Eyes, $1,500.” Does this mean there are people 
walking into doctor’s offices and saying, “Make my 
eyes look like Bruce Lee’s”? This is getting scary, 
isn't it? We’re getting a lot kinkier than tattoos and 
nose-piercing, aren’t we? 

Here’s the best part about Dr. Fuller’s ad, though: 
“Financing Available Regardless of Credit History.” 
Which means I could actually walk in there, say, 
“Gimme a new face, thigh, butt, and some ‘pectoral 
implants,’ and I'll pay you $114 a month till it’s all 
paid off.” 

And you know why I bet he gets away with it? 

Because, if he ever has to repossess, it’s terrify- 
ing. 

It was painful enough the time I had my Toronado 





hauled away by the repo man. Just think ifit was my 
face. 

Of course, I wouldn’t be totally out of luck even 
then. Because, on another page of the same edition 
of the El Lay Times, there’s an ad from a Beverly 
Hills lawyer named Jeffrey W. Steinberger. It says, 
“Attention women who have had breast implants. We 
are a Beverly Hills law firm presently investigating 
all claims caused by silicone implants. Even if you 
are symptom-free you may still have a claim.” 


We've created the ultimate American industry: 

You have two choices. Gimme the face I’ve al- 
ways deserved, or gimme the money I’ve always 
deserved. One or the other. 

Somehow I don’t think they have these problems 
in Bangladesh. 

And speaking of keeping that equipment perky, 
Sally Kirkland is back, in the 967th erotic thriller so 
far in 1993. (Are they real, or are they Mammarex?) 
If you wanna make an erotic thriller and you can’t 
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get Sharon Stone, you hire Sally, of course. And if 
you're making an erotic thriller and you can't get 
Michael Douglas... three guesses. Right! Andrew 
Stevens! And, ina movie starring Sally Kirkland and 
Andrew Stevens, if you really wanna hit a home run, 
you'll go after the only actor who has spent his entire 
life, and certainly the last twenty-five years, making 
erotic thrillers. 

I’m talking your Tony Franciosa. 

Put em all together, and what have you got? 
Double Threat, a movie about the movies where 
Sally is an aging actress trying to make a comeback, 
but for her big sex scene, they need a body double, 
and so they hire a little bimbo to make the sign of the 
four-winged heliotrope with Andrew Stevens, who 
also happens to be Sally’s live-in boytoy. Catfight! 
Catfight! 

And, as if that weren’t enough, Richard Lynch 
shows up! The ugliest man in the movies is a good 
guy in this thing. He’s a cop. He doesn’t torture a 
kitten or impale a teenager on a spiked pole or 
anything. He’s actually honest. What a bummer. 

Anyhow, Double Threat has this one scene where 
Sally is sitting on her bed watching Andrew work out 
on the Nautilus, and Sally starts to get a little carried 
away with herself, if you know what I mean and I 
think you do, and the scene was considered so nasty 
that General Cinema refused to play this movie in 
any of its theaters—even though it got an R! 

My kinda movie. 





Tony on payday. 





Somebody check that badge, please. 


Unfortunately, they forgot to buy a script. But 
you can’t remember everything when you're making 
a flick. 

Four dead bodies. Six breasts. Three motor ve- 
hicle chases, with two crashes and one burn. Explod- 
ing car. Multiple aardvarking. Gratuitous Tony 
Franciosa. Kung Fu. Big Hair Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Sherrie Rose, as the body 
double, for successfully completing the entire movie 
without ever moving her face; and Sally Kirkland, 
for saying “This is Hollywood—no one loves anyone, 
they just pretend to” and “I never had to do a nude 
scene in any of my films—I’m not starting now!” 
(Now that is acting.) 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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Brigitte Bako is just like the beer-guzzling ancient Sumerians liked em... : 


Red Shoes, Dumb and Nekkid 


few weeks ago a bunch of scientists went over to 
Iran and dug up some ugly yellow pottery and 
scraped the slime off a jar and held a press confer- 
ence to announce that man was drinking beer as 





study Red Shoe Diaries. 


early as the year 3500 B.C. 

It wasn’t light beer, either. These jars they dug 
up have two handles on em. The ancient Iranians 
evidently ordered by the pitcher. 

Since I have personally drunk many Mexican 
beers that taste like they're 5,500 years old, this was 
not news to me. But what really ticked me off about 
it is that the archeologists seemed kind of disap- 
pointed. They always thought it was wine that was 
the oldest drink. And they thought that the main 
purpose of barley was to make bread. Bread and 
wine, wine and bread—that’s all these guys wanna 





Brigitte Bako just can’t make up her iddy biddy mind which 
boyfriend she really really likes, in the probing psychological 


talk about. It’s like they spend all their time in 
Seattle or something. 

But now they've got all this evidence that the 
Sumerians, also known as Chug Champions of the 
Tigris-Euphrates Valley, 
thought wine was for sissies like 
the Hittites, who were so lame 
they've excavated 5,000-year- 
old cappuccino bars on their 
property. But not the 
Sumerians. The Sumerians 
sometimes just dumped all the 
beer in a big vat, passed out long 
straws, and stood around suck- 
ing brew. 

And why not? 

Why shouldn’t beer be the 
foundation of civilization? 

Why does everybody act like, 
if you drink beer, you’re a pot- 
bellied scumdog, but if you drink 
whiskey—which is a hundred 
times more likely to pickle your 
brain—you re just Irish? And if 
you drink wine, why, Ill bet 
youre the same person who 
watches the Arts & Entertain- 
ment Network by choice, aren’t 
you? 

When did the word “beer- 
drinking” become an insult any- 
how? 

I get these letters that start 
out, “Why don’t you and your 
beer-guzzling buddies goand...” 

It takes years of practice to 
guzzle. What’s so dang wrong 
with it? 

Or how about this one: “Po- 
lice said the suspects were seen 
earlier in the evening at a beer 
tavern on Highway 67.” 

If they catch the crooks leaving the Petroleum 
Club, they don’t say, “The suspects were seen earlier 
in the evening at a gin, vodka, whiskey, Scotch, 
vermouth, Tequila-shooter tavern on Pear! Street.” 

No, it’s beer that caused the crime, isn’t it? It’s 
those beer people we don’t like. 

Beer drinkers like me are probly descended from 
the ancient Sumerians, so it’s in our genes. We can’t 
help it. They need to start teaching this stuff in 
school, raising the self-esteem of our young people. 
They need to be telling little Billy, “Your daddy’s not 





trash. He’s just culturally inclined to 
drink the healthiest, most natural 
drink ever invented by man. Every 
time he tips back a Meisterbrau, he’s 
justifying another PBS Special on why 
we're the way we are.” 

You're not buying this, are you? 

I didn’t think so. 

Speaking of stretching the truth, 
not to mention the ole Spandex, Red 
Shoe Diaries is out on video in one of 
those “unrated” eight-minutes-of- 
never-before-seen-sex-footage 
whoopsy-daisy box covers with a gal 
in a slinky mini-dress and these red 
heels that are so high she could get 
kneebleed. 

Okay okay okay okay, I took a 
look at it. Ever since this show first 
came out on Showtime—“More Erotic 
Obsession by Zalman King, Creator 
of 9 1/2 Weeks”—I knew there was 
way too much hype going on here. It’s 
sort of like some guy in a singles bar 
who’s talking too loud and saying 
stuff like, “My problem is that I’m a 
sexual animal. I can’t control my 
Weimeraner.” And by the time he’s 
had two beers, you know he’s probly 
lived alone in a cinder-block apart- 
ment building for the last twelve years. 

And that’s pretty much the deal 
with Red Shoe Diaries, starring pouty- 
lipped brunette Brigitte Bako asa girl 
who has a nice boyfriend who wants to marry her, 
but she gets a chance to have wild animal sex witha 
construction worker and part-time ladies shoe sales- 
man, and so, of course, who can resist that? But once 
you ve aardvarked with the guy at Kinney, there’s no 
going back. And then it’s, like, this big dilemma, 
where she can’t make up her iddy biddy mind about 
which boyfriend she really really likes, and it’s, like, 





Nightmare of Ecstasy: The Life and Art 
of Edward D. Wood, Jr. (Rudolph Grey): This 
haunting oral history is comprised of the fasci- 


nating, occasionally embellished memories of 
those who knew him best, masterfully woven 
together to give us an intimate glimpse at the 
colorful, intricate fabric that made up the re- 
markable yet tragic Ed Wood, Jr. Three and a 
half stars. ($14.95. Feral House Press, P.O. Box 
861893, Los Angeles, CA 90086-1893.) 
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whacking her out. And so she has to kill herselfin the 
bathtub, so that the two guys can play a vicious game 
of one-on-one basketball to decide who loved her 
more. 

In other words, one of those things you'll watch 
on cable at 1 a.m. and then deny the next day that 
you've ever heard of it. 

One dead body. Five breasts. Three drunk ex- 
cheerleaders. Elbow to the nose. Wrist-slitting. Mul- 
tiple aardvarking. Gratuitous lovers cavorting 
through fieldsin slow-motion. Gratuitous saxophone 
on the sound track all the dang time. Fist Fu. Loft 
Fu. Black leather Fu. Basketball Fu. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations for David Duchovny, as the 
sensitive Jake, for saying “I want to see the outline 
of your body through your nightgown’; Billy Wirth, 
as the gritty Tom, for saying “Why don’t you take off 
your clothes?”; and, of course, Brigitte Bako, the girl 
who just can’t decide who to sleep with, for saying 
“He made love like he worked on the street—tender 
as a jackhammer.” 

As Freud would say, “Now just who was your 
mother?” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





The Opposite Sex: Comedy ab 


about the band serious relationship, | 


midwestern town 
mayhem. Starring Ter 
Bollman, Christie Clar 5} 
Miramax. Theatrical. Jan. 
Passion Fish: Offbeat 
Alfre Woodard as two up 
in rural Louisiana, whe 
powers on them and eack 
directed by John Sayle: 
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sequel, based on an H.P. Lovecraft story, starring Mark Kinsey 
Stephenson as a man investigating a series of bizarre murders at 
Miskatonic University who follows an evidence chain back to a 
17th-century warlock whose experiments with quantum physics 
summoned a force from another dimension—a half woman, half 
demon (Julie Strain) who lies deep in the earth, trying to return 
to mortality, claiming victims left and right, readying for a ritual- 
istic battle with Stephenson and eccentric professor John Rhys- 
Davies. Also starring David Warner. Prism. $89.95. Mar. 10. 

Smithsonian’s Great Battles of the Civil War: Release of the 
last four volumes in the seven-volume, seven- 
and-a-half-hour history of the Civil War, 
featuring Charlton Heston reading the part 
of Abraham Lincoln, Richard Dreyfuss as 
General Ulysses S. Grant, Burt Reynolds 
as Jefferson Davis, Dennis Weaver as Gen- 
eral Robert E. Lee, Ossie Davis as Frederick 
Douglass, Peter Graves as Generals 
Sherman and McClellan, Brian Keith as 
Generals J.E. Johnston and Sheridan, Hoyt 
Axton as General John B. Gordon, Burgess 
Meredith as John Brown and Admiral 
Farragut, and Trish Van Devere as Clara 
Barton and Louisa May Alcott. Produced, 
written and directed by Jay Wertz. 
MasterVision. $29.95 each. Mar. 15. 

Blessed Event: First video release of the 
1932 sendup of gossipy journalism, starring 
Lee Tracy as a busybody columnist who 
becomes famous for unearthing short mar- 
riage-to-maternity spans among Broadway 
notables. Also starring Dick Powell. MGM/ 
UA. $19.98. Mar. 17. 

Casper the Ghost: Three more collec- 
tions of the popular series, each containing 
four cartoons. MCA/Universal. $9.98 each. Mar. 17. 

Crossing the Bridge: Starring Josh Charles, Stephen 
Baldwin, Jason Gedrick. Touchstone. Mar. 17. 

The Dawning: Irish drama starring Anthony Hopkins as a 
revolutionary in the 1920’s who draws a young woman into his 
world of intirgue and death. Also starring Jean Simmons, Trevor 
Howard, Rebecca Pidgeon, Hugh Grant. Live. $89.98. Mar. 17. 

Employees’ Entrance: First video release of a sexual-politics 
drama starring Loretta Young as a penniless woman who takes 
a job with a sleazy executive, Warren William, but falls in love 
with his apprentice, Wallace Ford, placing her job in jeopardy. 
MGM/UA. $19.98. Mar. 17. 

Female: First video release of the 1930s comedy starring Ruth 
Chatterton as a wealthy feminist business executive who meets 
her match in George Brent. MGM/UA. $19.98. Mar. 17. 

Ladies They Talk About: First video release of the 1930s 
women-in-prison film starring Barbara Stanwyck as a bank 
robber and Preston Foster as the reformer who rehabilitates her 
by falling in love with her. MGM/UA. $19.98. Mar. 17. 

Madam Satan: First video release of the Cecil B. DeMille 
extravaganza about a wealthy socialite who discovers her husband 
is having an affair with a showgirl, full of lavish musical numbers, 
outrageous costumes, and a famous party scene aboard a zeppelin. 
MGM/UA. $19.98. Mar. 17. 

Mediterraneo: Winner of the 1991 Academy Award for Best 
Foreign Language Film, an Italian comedy about a group of misfit 
Italian sailors sent to invade a remote enemy Greek island who 
become stranded, and ultimately forgotten, by the Italian army. 
Touchstone. Mar. 17. 

Mr. Baseball: Video release of the baseball comedy starring 
Tom Selleck as the player traded to Japan who has to learn a 
whole new way of life, with Ken Takakura as his hardheaded 
manager and Aya Takanashi as the woman he falls in love with. 
Earned $20 million at the box office. MCA/Universal. $99.99 (video). 
$34.98 (laserdisc). Mar. 17. 

Mistress: Comedy starring Robert Wuhl as a screenwriter 
with no career who thinks he’s gotten his big break when sleazy 
producer Martin Landau introduces him to Robert DeNiro. 






Jack Palance is a desert nomad trying toavert a “Solar Crisis.” 
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Soon there are three investors who want in on the deal, but each 
one expects his mistress to be the star. Also starring Danny Aiello, 
Eli Wallach. Live. $92.98. Mar. 17. 

Our Modern Maidens: First video release of the jazz-age 
drama starring Joan Crawford as a reckless flapper and Dou- 
glas Fairbanks Jr. as her lover, with Anita Paige as a naive 
ingenue and silent-film idol Rod La Rocque as the diplomat who 
proves to be Joan’s match. MGM/UA. $19.98. Mar. 17. 

Ring of Fire II: Blood and Steel: Martial arts sequel starring 
Don “The Dragon” Wilson as a mild-mannered doctor who 


= 





witnesses a jewelry-store robbery and is held reponsible for the 
death of one of the robbers by a blood-thirsty gang leader. To 
retaliate, the gang kidnaps Wilson’s fiancee, forcing him once again 
to kickbox his way to justice. PM. $89.95. Mar. 17. 

Samantha: Comedy starring Martha Plimpton as a woman 
who discovers, on her 21st birthday, that she isn’t who she thought 
she was. Also starring Dermot Mulroney, Hector Elizondo, 
Mary Kay Place, Ione Skye. Academy. $89.95. Mar. 17. 

Skyscraper Souls: First video release of the romantic comedy 
starring Warren William asa ruthless financial wizard who plans 
to build a 100-foot monument to his ego, despite the financial 
instability of his employees. MGM/UA. $19.98. Mar. 17. 

Solar Crisis: Sci-fi thriller set in the year 2050, starring Tim 
Matheson as the captain of a spaceship attempting to deliver an 
anti-matter bomb to the surface of the sun, snuffing out a solar flare 
that threatens to destroy the earth, with Annabel Schofield as a 
genetically-altered human sabotaging the mission because she’s 
been tampered with by ruthless businessman Peter Boyle. The 
only two men who can save the mission are an aged admiral, 
Charlton Heston, and a broken desert nomad, Jack Palance. 
Vidmark. $92.95. Mar. 17. 

A Taste For Killing: Suspense thriller starring Jason 
Bateman and Henry Thomas as two well-to-do kids off on a 
summer job on an offshore Texas oil rig, where they are befriended 
by Michael Biehn, who offers to show them the ropes but is more 
than he appears to be. MCA/Universal. $89.98 (video). $34.98 
(laserdisc). Mar. 17. 

Calendar Girl: Comedy starring Jason Priestley, Gabriel 
Olds and Jerry O’Connell as best friends in 1962 who, driven by 
a childhood dream to meet Marilyn Monroe, travel from their small 
Nevada town to Hollywood. Also starring Joe Pantoliano. Colum- 
bia. Theatrical. Spring. 

Joshand S.A.M.: Fantasy adventure starring Jacob Tierney 
as a 12-year-old who convinces younger brother Noal Fleiss that 
he is a “Strategically Altered Mutant” (created by the Pentagon as 
a child warrior), and to save him, they make a daring escape cross- 
country. Also starring Martha Plimpton, Ronald Guttman, 
Stephen Tobolowsky. Columbia. Theatrical. Spring. 


he latest martial- 

arts star to get a 
production deal is 
Thomas Ian Grif- 
fith, soon to be seen in 
Excessive Force. It’s 
the first of four pic- 
tures Griffith will 
make for New Line 
Cinema. Can a man 
named “Ian” make it 
in kung fu? Oh, all 
right, a guy named 
“Jean-Claude” did. 

€ 





... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
Che ou€-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 


decide to make it at 
once?) Besides the 
Raimi project, at Co- 
lumbia Pictures, Three 
Musketeers projects 
are: 

* A “faithful” ver- 
sion of the Dumas 
novel to be directed by 
Jeremiah Chechik 
(National Lampoon’s 
Christmas Vacation, 
Benny and Joon) from 
ascript by Joel Gross, 
at TriStar. Gross is a 


Sam Raimi, director of The Evil Dead, TheXYZ_ hot writer at the moment. He’s also doing Zorro for 


Murders, Evil Dead 2: Dead Before Dawn, Darkman, 





Can a guy named “Ian” make it in kung fu? 


and Army of Darkness: Evil Dead 3, will now direct 
... Lhe Three Musketeers? Yeah, that’s what they 
say. He’s just signed a deal to do what they’re calling 
a “prequel” to the novel by Alexandre Dumas, the 
story of how D’Artagnan met up with the other 
Musketeers. (Excuse us if we’re wrong, but isn’t that 
exactly what the plot was in the Three Musketeers 
movie released in the early seventies?) Anyhow, this 
“alternate” Three Musketeers is one of four versions 
now in development in Hollywood. (This story has 
been around for 148 years. How does everybody 


Steven Spielberg. Allyn Stewart will produce 


the TriStar project. 

* A movie called D’Artagnan, written 
by Gene Quintano, to be directed by him 
and produced by Vision International. 

* A Disney Studios version, starring 
Kiefer Sutherland, Charlie Sheen and 
Chris O’Donnell, based on a script by 
David Loughery that combines “ele- 
ments of Lethal Weapon.” It would be 
directed by Stephen Herek, of Bill & 
Ted’s Excellent Adventure fame. This one 
is being rushed into production so that it 
can come out at Thanksgiving. 

What’s really amazing is that the ver- 
sion that came out less than twenty years 
ago is really good. 

€ 

We've mentioned it before, but Austra- 
lia seems to have more exploitation-movie 
fans per capita than any other place in the 
world. And the Bible of the sleazy film 
world there is Fatal Visions magazine, a 
nifty slick quarterly edited by Michael 
Helms out of Northcote, Victoria. It’s es- 
pecially valuable for its extensive cover- 
age of the Hong Kong film scene, but a 
recent issue had interviews with Charles 
Napier, the square-jawed character actor 
who stomped Sheri Eubanks to death in 
her bathtub in Supervixens and has been 
playing horrible bad guys ever since; di- 
rector Frank Henenlotter, who talks about the 
various censorship battles he had with Brain Dam- 
age and Frankenhooker; and Kitten Natividad, 
the stripper with the amazing loblollies who ap- 
peared in many Russ Meyer films and now, at an 
advanced age, would like to do porno. To check out 
the 38-pager, send $6 to: Michael Helms, Fatal 
Visions, P.O. Box 133, Northcote, VIC, 3070, Austra- 
lia. 

€ 
Jim McLennan, editor of the London-based 


exploitation zine Trash City, sent off for one of those 
videotapes where you can select a bride from Thai- 
land. You don’t even have to meet the girl before the 
marriage is arranged. (You do have to go to Thailand 
and marry her before bringing her home, and the 
transaction costs you about $3,300.) Anyhow, this is 
the latest rage among 40-to-60-year-old British men 
looking for young wives. The men especially like the 
idea that the women are reportedly docile and like 
housework. The girls want out of Thailand, where 
they are often forced into prostitution, and so they 
offer themselves up through one of these foreign 
marriage-arrangement bureaus. It’s estimated, for 
example, that more than 2 per cent of all German 
marriages are arranged by marriage brokers. De- 
spite the defenders of this practice—who argue that 
the girls get what they want, and the men get what 
they want—Jim’s take on the whole thing is that the 
tapes are very depressing. Some of the girls look like 
frightened animals. Wouldn’t it be more humane 
simply to let these girls have jobs in the West, instead 
of virtually forcing them to sell themselves into 
bondage? Normally Trash City is concerned with the 
usual zine stuff—reviews, interviews, articles on 
anime, kung fu and comics—and this 48-page quar- 
terly goes for $3 American, payable to: Jim McLennan, 
7 Tummons Gardens, S. Norwood Hill, London SE25 
6BD, England. 
€ 

B-movie bombshell Suzanne Slater has broken 
out of bit parts to star in Mind Twister, a $1 million 
picture produced by American Independent Produc- 
tions, which is jointly owned by exploitation direc- 
tors Fred Olen Ray and Jim Wynorski. Suzanne 
moved into the lead when Tanya Roberts dropped 
out. The movie also features Paula Raymond, a 
scream queen from the golden days (Beast From 
20,000 Fathoms, Hand of Death, Blood of Dracula’s 
Castle), in her first feature in 20 years. Other cast 
members are Telly Savalas, Richard Roundtree, 
Maria Ford, John Blythe Barrymore and Rob- 
ert Quarry. 

€ 

Charles Bukowski, the gritty street poet who’s 
been something of a legend in the underground press 
for about 20 years now, recently turned 70 and wrote 
a letter to our contributing cartoonist, Ace 
Backwords. We quote from it: 

Man, I never expected to be here this long. The 
Park Bench Kid, the Suicide Kid, gone gray. It is to 
laugh. And I never really got lucky with my writing 
until I was 50. And now I’m hustling this short end 
of the game. But there’s still nothing better than 
sitting down to the keyboard with a bottle of red. 

The best luck I had I think was in not being lucky 
early, as a writer or as anything else. It put me down 
in with the laborers and the bums and the mad for 
decades. I got material without looking for material. 
The university boys, I think, still look down on me 


because I didn’t come up the right way. That doesnt 
matter to me. I look down on them because they've 
lived protected lives, with the blinkers on. 

There’s little more I have to say about it. The 
French have a saying, “Life without literature is 
hell.” Writing has literally saved my ass. Without it 
I don’t know what I would have done or become. A 
mass murderer. Or some blob in front of the tu set 
watching the old ball game. Or? Or?... 

I still loom over the keyboard, sending out lines. 
I hope I die on the fucking thing... . 

I don’t know. About writing, I still think the old 
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Suzanne Slater goes big-time—sort of. 


excitement is lacking. After and during World War II 
everything dropped off and it has never returned. 50 
years of death. I sense it, in the writing, in what I 
read. The stuff lacks, there is no more of a break- 
through. Everything sits and molds, or it’s a slick 
copy of something else. 

You'd think that with all the homeless and the 
mad, something somewhere would come out of that. 
Maybe they are too beaten down to rise up out of it. 
Maybe the publishers can’t see it, the public isnt 
ready. Or maybe nobody is there. It’s quiet and it’s 
stale. Idon’t like it, never did. Open up a book and get 
yawned to sleep. Or go toa movie theater and get your 
brains slugged and your spirit mugged. 

Or am I getting too serious? Let’s laugh. But our 
comedians aren't funny either. 

Ah, well, what can we do? Have another drink. 

To get Ace’s ten-page monthly newsletter, 
Twisted Image, which includes Ace’s cartoon strips 
and his interviews with people like Bukowski and 
punker Henry Rollins, send a couple bucks for a 
sample, or $12 for a year’s subscription, payable to: 
Twisted Image, 1630 University Ave., Apt. 26, Ber- 


keley, CA 94703. 
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How else to explain the mysterious soft-drink thefts in Inavale, Nebraska? 


Mars Needs Pepsi 


KF or several weeks now I’ve been haunted by the 
weird, macabre and downright scary story of 
The Missing Soft Drink Machine. I can’t think of 
anything else. I think about it all the time. 

Tell me if this doesn’t sound like a Stephen King 
story to you. 

One morning the residents of Inavale, Ne- 
braska—population 100—get out of bed and dis- 
cover that the town’s only soft-drink machine, a 
Pepsi machine, is gone. Vanished. It has disap- 
peared from the place along U.S. Highway 136 
where it had stood for years, right in front of a 
“downtown” building. 

People are upset. People are “disgusted,” to use 
the words of Kyla Maudlin, who runs the Gala 
Gardens nursing home in Inavale. People are lost 
and disoriented. 

Because that Pepsi machine was the only place 
to buy a soft drink in the whole town. There’s no 
grocery store in the town. There’s no gas station. 
There’s no post office. There’s no restaurant or Dairy 
Queen. And so the Pepsi machine, standing alone 
beside the highway, was the social center of the 
town—where everybody hung out, especially the 
farmers who drove in from the fields. 

The soul of the town had been stolen. 

It gets worse. 












SS IN Na Sa ON 


First of all, there’s no way to get the Pepsi 
machine back. The townspeople put in a call to the 
Pepsi distributor forty-eight miles up the road in 
Hastings, Nebraska, the nearest big town (popula- 
tion 22,000). But they say it probably won’t be 
replaced. It’s an $1,800 machine, and it will take a 
whole lot of quarters from the people of Inavale to 
break even on a new one. 

So the residents of Inavale grew restless. It was 
not a pleasant sight to see otherwise cheerful farm- 
ers driving their pickups an extra six miles west to 
Riverton, or seven miles east to Red Cloud (home of 
the “Willa Cather Pioneer Museum”), just to get 
their daily Pepsi. I’m sure that many of them con- 
verted to Coke as a matter of principle. 

Enter Deputy Sheriff Sandi Disney. (I’m not 
making up these names.) 

Through routine police work, the Pepsi machine 
was recovered by Deputy Sheriff Disney one week 
later. There it was, lying in a ditch four miles from 
town, bashed, broken, all the change gone. In fact, it 
was found on a narrow county road, leading to 
suspicions that a local did it. 

This depressed the town even further, leading to 
“public clamor,” according to the Omaha World- 
Herald. Exactly what the public clamor was for was 
unspecified. A Pepsi boycott perhaps? The formation 
of a posse? A vigilante committee to interrogate 
suspicious characters in the middle of the night? 
They could stick flaming torches in front of their 
faces and say, “If you know what’s good for you, you'll 
tell us everything you know about the Pepsi ma- 
chine.” 

Unfortunately, Deputy Sheriff Disney 
could come up with no suspects. 

And there’s one more thing 
that haunts me about this story. 
Hee When they found the lost 
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machine, and hauled it over to the Webster County 
Jailin Hastings, police noticed that all of the change 
had been stolen, and some of the soft drinks had been 
stolen. But a few cans were left behind. 

Did the robber get scared after stealing the first 
fifty Pepsis and run? Wasit a soft-drink-robbery-for- 
hire, with specific instructions to steal only Pepsi 
and not the less desirable Mountain Dew or Dr 
Pepper? Or did the robber, as I prefer to think, leave 
the cans behind on purpose, as a sort of clue? Is he 
toying with us? Is it a brazen message? “Here, drink 
a few of these Pepsi’s that I’m leaving behind—but 
know who left em here—because I’m the one who 
controls the Pepsi’s in this town now. And don’t you 
ever forget it.” 

Or is it one of those alien things? Cattle mutila- 
tions, patterns in wheat fields, UFOs in the shape of 
flying cigars...“Our planetis dying. We need Pepsi's 
to fertilize our women. And youw’re going to give them 


Joe Bob Bae. the real 
founder of the Men’s Move- 
ment, now publishes his long- 
awaited volume on relation- 
ships among the “assorted 
sexes,” Iron Joe Bob. He goes 
through all the five phases of 
the path to manhood: Sweat- 

: ing, Yelling, Crying, Drum- 

ws Beating, and Ripping Your 
Shirt Off Even If It’s Expen- 
sive. 


For a measly $19 you can 
order your very own auto- 
graphed copy of Iron Joe Bob. 

Just fill out the order form below and send check, MO or 
Visa/MC to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Please add $2 
shipping and handling. TX residents add $1.57 sales tax. 


Name ee 
Address 

City 

Visa/MC 
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to us!” 

You see how I can’t shake this story? 

I love this story. 

Note to readers in Western Nebraska: Please 
send more information. 

What if the robber was just real thirsty, like he’d 
smoked a lot of marijuana or something, but he 
didn’t have any money? Wait! Iknow! He wasdrunk, 
and he was driving down Highway 136 and he 
grazed the Pepsi machine with his bumper, and then 
he had to get rid of it so nobody would know he’d had 
a collision with a Pepsi machine in the middle of 
nowhere. 

Maybe it was midgets who couldn’t reach the 
quarter slot, and so they had to knock it on its side, 
but then it caused a lot of noise and... 

Somebody stop me! Please! 


Y///, Drive-In Theater V// 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

March 13: Dead On: Relentless 2: Great action thriller star- 
ring some of the best tough-guys in the business—Leo Rossi as a 
tortured cop, Ray Sharkey as a creepy FBI agent, and Miles 
O’Keeffe as a Russian hitman. Four stars. (Second feature: Last 
Call: Thriller starring William Katt as a businessman trying to get 
back at two brutal crooks, Joseph Campanella and Matt Roe, 
who duped him, and Shannon Tweed as the beautiful erotic 
“performance artist” who has her own reasons for wating revenge 
on those guys. Includes a sex scene between Roe and the always- 
young Stella Stevens. Two stars.) 

March 20: Forbidden World: The genetic-DNA sci-fi classic 
about mutant slime-dripping outer-space bats, starring Jesse 
Vint as a space cop investigating a monster that’s eating off 
people’s heads and growing and getting bigger and changing into 
something that looks like Hamburger Helper with teeth. Also 
starring June Chadwick as the blonde in a white terry-cloth 
spacesuit and open-toed space shoes who’s so sexy even the 
monster wants to ogle her. Four stars. (Second feature: Syngenor: 
Sci-fi horror flick about slimy Middle Eastern robot soldiers that 
are actually Giant Yuppie-Eating Lizards that can reproduce every 
24 hours by sucking the spinal fluid out of people whose heads 
they’ve chewed off. Great performance by the late David Gale as 
a goofball maniac chief executive who gives himself neck injections 
with a weird green fluid, murders his senior staff after dressing 
them up in lingerie, and wears bunny-rabbit ears while wasting 
people with a super-laser death-ray machine gun. Four stars.) 

March 27: Xtro 2, Mirror Mirror. 

Coming in April: Double Trouble, Future Kick, Desire. 
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People That Have Been Thinking About Stuff Way Too Much Department 


Divorced and By-God Proud 


ave you heard about the “Divorced But Proud” 
movement? 

(Before I get into this, I have a question. Why 
does everyone have to be in a “movement” to begin 
with? When did we go from being the land of proud 
individuals to the land of people who say, “I’m part of 





a growing movement of people who educate their 
children at home while eating vegetarian meals and 
dressing in organic-fiber zoot suits?” I mean, why 
does it have to be a “growing movement”? Why can’t 
you just say, “Here’s something really weird that’s 
done by only me”?) 

So anyhow, there’s this growing “Divorced But 
Proud” movement where women in their forties are 
standing up and saying, “That’s right. I’m divorced. 
I’m living alone. I have my own life, my own set of 
priorities. And I’m proud of myself.” 

So that, instead of the neighbors saying, “Oh, 
there’s that nice Mrs. Mulligan with the begonias,” 
you're supposed to say, “Look, children, pay atten- 
tion—there’s Mrs. Mulligan walking down the 
. street—she’s divorced but proud.” 

There are evidently no men in this movement, by 
the way. Single men in their forties are either “Never 
Been Married and Don’t Give a Flip” or “Divorced 
and Haven’t Had a Clean Apartment in Six Years.” 
A man doesn’t think of the word “divorced” and then 
ask himself, “How do I feel about that?” If men 
started a divorced movement, it would be “Divorced 
and I Hope I Don’t Have To Pay Her Any More 
Money.” 


So the idea of this movement is that, once you hit 
forty and get divorced, your life can really start. 
Everything up to now has been stupid. (Of course, if 
this is true, you have to wonder why they got 
married in the first place. But, for the time being, 
we'll assume it was because they were kidnapped by 
shotgun-toting ali- 
ens and forced to 
breed with bearded 
insurance adjustors. ) 

And here are the 
delights of the “Di- 
vorced But Proud” 
single female life: 

1. You can wear 
whatever you want, 
instead of dressing 
for him. 

2. You can buy 
whatever you want 
to. 

3. You can eat 
whatever you want 
to. 

4. You can hang 
out with friends that 
your husband consid- 
ered stupid. 

5. You can put all the tacky antiques in the 
hallway that you want to. 

Ofcourse, now that I think about it, those are the 
same things that men might say after they’re di- 
vorced. 

So what is this about, really? Somebody explain 
it to me. Is this one of those things where women are 
saying, “Men ruined my first forty years, so the next 
forty are gonna be mine”? Is that what they’re 
talking about? Is it another way of saying, “Get your 
hands off me, you animal”? Are they saying, “Don’t 
take care of me, you idiot, I can take care of myself”? 

Because I kind of like it. I don’t know why, but I 
kind of like it. 


Victory Over Communism! | 


‘The Capada Drive-In, just south of Floydada, | 
Texas, out where the West Texas sagebrush grows, 
_is still going strong after forty years, thanks tothe © 
management of Chris McGowen, wl n0 keeps ac 
open every night of the year exce pt Fr idaysin the ~ 
fall. “You can’t compete with high school football,” _ 
she says. P.H. Parker of Austin reminds us that, : 
with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will. never ‘die. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

Well, I got to see Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer 
and to tell you the truth I’m glad they keep movies 
like that away from the masses. I mean, when the 
movie was over I noticed some people in the audience 
looked deeply psychologically affected and I don’t 
need to tell you the last thing America needs are a 
bunch of Henry’s running around. I just have one 
question: In the end, why did Henry have to chop 
Otis’ sister up and leave her in a luggage bag on the 
side of the highway? She seemed so good for him. 

It was only a movie, It was only a movie, It was 

Confused 
Dallas 
Dear Confused: 

Like Everest, Henry chops people up because 

they’re there. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

You know that commercial on cable TV for In- 
sight magazine where some pseudo-yuppies talk 
about what a great magazine Jnsight is while pseudo- 
thirtysomething music plays in the background? 
Well, I saw it and was going to subscribe until 
someone told me that Insight is owned by the Moonies 
and if I read it I would get a sudden urge to give all 
my money to South Koreans. 

This has made me very suspicious, Joe Bob. I 
must ask you: Is your newsletter We Are the Weird 
a front for some kind of cult? I know that I certainly 
get some strange urges after reading it. 

Bill Palmer 
Fort Worth, Tex. 
Dear Bill: 
You call Islamic Jihad a cult? 


Dear Joe Bob Briggs, 

My apology, but I also wish to mention, you 
forgot the summer remake of the World of Susie Wok 
with Minnie Hi-Tide playing the virgin, Susie Wok 
being enticed in the rice by Andrew Dice Clay. The 
original sound track music, “What are you doing 
with a fool like me?” was sung by good old Joe Cocker, 
and the ending song, “Wake Up, Little Susie,” was 
sung by the Everly Brothers minus one. X-rated, not 
for nudity, but the tongue-in-cheek stuff by Clay. I 
mean it does more than take your breath away, it’s 
downright nauseous. 


Norma 
Reading, Pa. 
Dear Norma: 
Aren’t VCRs wonderful? 


They've made the world such a well-informed 
place. 


Joe Bob’s Advice 
to the Hopeless 





Michael Rooker, as Henry, lives to chop. 


Joe Bob: 

“Arch Stanton” is the name on the grave next to 
the unmarked grave in which the buried treasure is 
buried, in Sergio Leone’s The Good, The Bad, and 
The Ugly. 

Just thought you'd like to know. 

Dennis Nivens 
Hermosa Beach, Calif. 
Dear Dennis: 

So that wacky drive-in director Jim Wynorski 
got his name de ploom from a Clint Eastwood movie? 
I have new respect for the man. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I am writing you in hopes of some much needed 
advice. 

I am stationed on board the USS Portland cur- 
rently on deployment in the North Arabian Sea. On 
our ship we have a television system that shows 
movies every day. The problem with this is we are 
out of new movies. 

I would like to try and obtain some new movies 
to replace the ones we have seen so many times. Our 
ship returned from a Med-cruise that lasted six 
months in April. So, the movies we have are mostly 
left-overs from a year ago. Everyone has seen all the 
movies at least a dozen times and we are tired of 
them. To put it simply we need new movies. 

What I was hoping you could do is send a list of 
movies you would recommend. You realize, I’m sure, 
that we are 400-plus guys who are away from home, 
isolated onboard this ship, and bored most of the 
time. I think that wheels-and-trigger action flicks 
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would be good, but we would also like something 
with a high breast count. 

The movies the Armed Forces Radio Television 
Service has on its list are mostly stupid. We also get 
television shows such as Oprah and Donahue. Can 
you see 400 sailors sitting around watching Oprah? 
It’s not a pretty sight. What we need are more breasts 
and more dead bodies. 

I hope to hear from you soon. Any advice you 
could give would be welcomed and greatly appreci- 
ated. Maybe you could compile Joe Bob’s list of Sailor 
Movies. We need your help, Joe Bob. We need it bad. 

Sean A. Perry 
USS Portland 
Dear Sean: 

The trouble with most sailor movies they’ve made 
in the last thirty years is they either have Gene Kelly, 
dancing along the decks ina sailor suit, or they have 
a bunch of “wacky guys” pushing each other over- 
board. My vote for the greatest Navy movie ever made 
is The Last Detail, with Jack Nicholson and Randy 
Quaid. 

In the meantime, try Action Jackson, Gas Pump 
Girls, and—if you want dead bodies and great 
breasts—From Beyond. Check it out. 





This Week's Contest 

Bill Maloney, stationed with the U.S. Air Force 
in Belgium: “I have a problem, or a fixation on a B 
movie I saw many years ago and would like to see 
again. The problem is that I can’t remember the 
name of the movie and can only remember a few 
scenes. This causes my fixation. I have rented count- 
less movies that might be the one I am looking for, to 
no avail. During this time I have become a B-movie 
junkie. I decided that maybe if I describe the scenes 
and what I remember, it might ring a bell. I know it’s 
a long shot, but, hey, it’s worth a try. So here is what 
I remember: It was black and white (I think) and in 
this scene a cop or detective is radioing his partner 
and says he is going to check something out. He is 
peering at something from around the corner when 
he is captured (knocked from behind). When he 
awakes heis tied up on achair and is faced with three 
captors. There are two men, both somewhat big and 
thug looking. And there is one woman whois dressed 
in what I think was a long white nightie or dress, and 
she is reclining on a couch smoking a cigarette from 
a cigarette holder (a long holder). She gets up, asks 
him some questions. Every time he doesn’t answer, 
she burns him on the face with the cigarette. He 
doesn’t answer the questions correctly, so she tells 
the thugs to kill him. They, knowing that he is a cop, 
look scared and don’t react. So she does. She reaches 


down in a cabinet next to the couch and pulls out a 
silenced pistol. She then shoots the man several 
times and tells them to dispose of him. A little bit 
later his partner comes to the same area and sneaks 
up to a pool. As he gets to the middle (alongside) the 
pool she appears behind him and shoots him. He falls 
into the pool and she comes up and shoots him 
several more times until blood starts to pool up. I 
know this is weird, but, hey, you’ve probably heard 
weirder. So please if you can help me please do.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


TX (5231. 
We Have A Winner! 


In the December 14 issue, Judy Brink of Vir- 
ginia Beach, Virginia wrote: “This movie I’m about to 
describe to you has haunted me for years. I think it 
was called The Cube. It’s about some guy that’s in a 
totally white room devoid of furniture or doors. The 
wild part is, everybody can go in and out but him. A 
bizarre parade of people and events happen to tor- 
ment this poor guy, then he gets in some kind of 
scrap with someone or something and he bleeds... 
strawberry jam! (Look out, Mr. Spock!) Anyway, in 
the end I think he finds out it’s some kind of weirdo 
psycho experiment and is allowed to walk out with 
the doctors. As he’s saying how relieved he is not to 
be nutso, everybody and everything melts away and 
there he is back in the ‘cube’ again.” 

We received five correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing, and he is Craig Shemin, 
Associate Creative Director for Jim Henson Produc- 
tions, New York City: “Judging from the description, 
the production is indeed called The Cube, a televi- 
sion special produced by Jim Henson in 1969. The 
Cube (written by Jim Henson and Jerry Juhl) was 
produced as an NBC Experiment in Television, a 
one-hour special which aired on Febraury 23, 1969 
at 4:00 p.m. and was repeated on February 21, 1971. 
The synopsis she gave is pretty accurate—the man 
in the cube was played by Richard Schaal. The 
program is not currently available on videocassette— 
but you never know—maybe someday. As you can 
see by the letterhead, I work for Jim Henson Produc- 
tions—so I guess I kinda cheated. Do I still get a 
prize? By the way, The Cube can be viewed at the 
Museum of Television and Radio in New York City.” 

Other information came from our runners-up: 

Irwin Lush of Louisville, Kentucky: “NBC’s 
Experiment in Television was a great show that 
didn’t last long. It was too strange (good) for the 
masses.” 

Richard Brandt of E] Paso, Texas: “NBC’s 
Experiment in Television series showed an entirely 
different variety of late sixties avant-garde arty 
television each week, in this case an original televi- 
sion play about, like, what’s the nature of reality and 
can we ever be sure what’s real, and all that. The guy 


is in a white room all right, only the walls are made 
of these big white square panels—it’s like he was 
trapped in this big black-and-white Rubik’s cube or 
something. People wander in and out; one guy rushes 
in all beaten and bedraggled, shrieking that he’s 
being tortured in the very next room, look, they’ve 
been tearing off my fingernails; a moment later, the 
same guy walks in, the picture of health, and ex- 
plains he’s only an actor. The strawberry jam motif 
is first introduced when our hero throws an alarm 
clock across the room, and something that looks like 
blood oozes down the wall, only when he dips his 
finger in and tastes it, it turns out tobe... strawberry 
jam! Then, at the end, when he’s talking to the 
doctors outside the cube about how great it is to be 
back in the real world, he even cuts his finger to show 
that he bleeds like a real human being. Only when he 
sucks his finger it’s . . . strawberry jam! And, yeah, 
there he is back in the cube again. The lead actor 
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went on to greater fame by marrying Valerie Harper 
for a while. Like Judy, I haven’t seen this show since 
that first time in the sixties, but it sticks with ya.” 

Christopher Martin of St. Clair Shores, Michi- 
gan: “As one might expect, it was telecast on a 
Sunday afternoon, when viewers were least likely to 
see it. The plot is more or less as she recalls. Aman 
is trapped inside an unfurnished white cube. Each 
side is sectioned into nine squares which could 
become doors, allowing various characters to enter 
and exit. The man, however, remained trapped 
inside. There were no naked breasts, no martial arts, 
no gore, and only minimal violence. The program 
did, however, have the following: secret police with 
handcuffs, black gorillas in tutus, a blinking device 
that oozed strawberry jam, and a rock band that had 
this dreadful song titled ‘You'll Never Get Out.’ To 
my knowledge, the program is not available on 
videotape. As it was designed to stimulate the —— 
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- “Intellect, the possibility of it being 


on the current market seems re- 
mote. Thank you for the chance to 
flout my vast memory of video. 
Too bad it’s not a paying job.” 

Also answering correctly was 
Tim Murphy of El] Monte, Cali- 
fornia. 


Fan Clubs 


Joe Bob’s Classifieds 


ter and catalog send $2 to 1560-1 Newbury 
Rd. #420, Newbury, CA 91320. 


Fanzines 
Roger Fnord, Sex God, finds Aladdin’s 





Find That Flick’ Update 


Richard Wright of Albuquer- 
que: “I have some additional infor- 
mation about Vanessa Angel for 
Mike Farrell for his April 20 issue 
inquiry. Her two new 1992 films 
(both available on videotape) have 
almost doubled her film career 
output: Stop! or My Mom Will 
Shoot!, as Stewardess, with 
Sylvester Stallone and Estelle 
Getty; and Homicidal Impulse, R- 
rated and Unrated video versions, 
as Sexy Office Intern, with Scott 
Valentine. 


Free Ad for | 
V ideo Collectors | 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty | 

: words—60 cents each addi- | 
tional word). No businesses. | 
No dealers. J ust sendinforma- _| Ad Copy 
| 
| 


Lamp! Read what his three wishes are! 
Outrageously funny and kinky! $3, includes 
freebies. Age statement. Yendie Boox Pub- 
lishing, P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 

Bovine Gazette—Too weird for words. One 
dollar, 5/6 issues. P.O. Box 2263, Pasadena, 
CA 91102. 


Wanted 


Desperately seeking one copy of “Joe Bob’s 
Sleaziest Videos in the History of the World,” 
Double Agent 73. Must be in excellent con- 
dition. Please send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221, or Fax 214-368- 
2310. 


Get Yours Des Cheap! | 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't | 
forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 
_The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 
will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 








$10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half price! 
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Complete Mailing Addre 
6211 i Northwest Hwy #C123 - 
Dallas, TX 75225 

5. Complete Mailing Addr ee ‘of General Business Olfices of the Publisher (Nov prinier) 
6211 Fy Northwe: Hw iwy W125 

Dallas, TX 75225 


Known Office ot Fubicawon Sinee. Cy. County, Sate and ZIP+4 Cade) Wer priser 

















Joe Bob Briggs SECOND 


P.O. Box 2002 a Se 
Dallas, TX 75221 PAID 
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Joe Bo! b Bri iggs Es 
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Cireul 
Setes through dealers 9 ond eartirs, street wondtas: snd coudar @ 
2. Mail Subscription 
(Paid and/or requested) 
C. Total Paid and/or Requested Circulation 
fom oy 7087 and 1082) 

























D. Free Distribution by vonabee Other Means 
Samples, ‘Complimenter "and Other F roe Copies 
















191 Distribution (Sum of C and D) 













F. Copies Not Distributed 
1. use, lf. 







2. Return trom News Agents: 








TOTAL (Sum of E, FI and 2—should equal net press run shown in A) 
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